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The Ferryman
By Morgan Taft

Along the shores of the Mississippi
There once was a wee little boat

It had many ventures in and out
Yet it could still float

The boat had many untold stories
But there was more from inside
For beside the wheel was an old
ferryman

Who had eyes of the clear blue tide

Old had been the ferryman

Hands with wrinkles galore

They were long splintered from steering
his boat

That now sailed the sea no more

The ferryman had fought many battles
Of waves deep in the sea

Yet none could topple the small sturdy
boat

That rests on the Mississippi

His life belonged to the ocean

It ran deep in his veins

But after the blood stopped flowing
When his body ended its rein

(The sea inside kept going)

Then one day a great mist came blowing
in

Forcing the boat out to sea

The ferryman would go, but ne’r return
To the banks of the Mississippi

It would be his final voyage

Never again would he visit the shore

The ghost of the ferryman took hold the
steering wheel

And sailed towards the sunset once more.



